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"His mother gone ... his father a thief and a drunk-
ard ..." said the mother musingly.

When Andrei left to go to bed, she secretly made the
sign of the cross over him, and when he had been in bed
for half an hour, she asked softly:

"Are you asleep, Andryusha?"

"No, why?"

"Good night."

"Thank you, nenko. Thank you," he said gratefully.

XVII

The next day, when Pelagea came to the gates of the
factory, the guards stopped her, ordered her to put down
her baskets and made a thorough search.

"Every thing'll get cold!" she protested while they
roughly felt her clothes.

"Shut up!" snapped the guard.

"They throw them over the fence, I tell you," said
another guard, giving her a light push on the shoulder.

Once inside the factory yard, the first one to come up
to her was the old man Sizov.

"Have you heard, mother?" he asked quietly, with a
glance round.

"What?"

"Those papers. They've put in their appearance again.
They're sprinkled everywhere, like salt on your bread.
There's your searches and arrests for you! They threw
my nephew Mazin in jail, but what for? They took your
son too, but now everybody can see it wasn't them."

He clutched his beard and looked at her quizzically.

"Why don't you come see me? You must be lonely all
by yourself."

She thanked him and began calling out her wares,
taking note of the unusual bustle at the factory. Every-
body was excited. The men gathered in groups, then
broke up, running from one shop to another. She sensed